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That Moment For Him 


Author's Notes: 
This was done after listening to the song Too Much Love Will Kill You from the Tribute concert and noticing 
that each time BrianWs voice hitched. They had mentioned previously in little interview bits from it being aired 


on TV that there would be a moment where they would realize that Freddie wasn\t coming out there. 


This is my take on it. 


Brian-- 


He wasn't coming out there, his body that would gyrate and thrust near any of us wasn't coming out there. | 
felt my voice hitch in the song, knew the fans heard it, and | also knew that they understood. Here we were 
playing our songs without him; it was called a tribute. Rog, John, and | call it a pity party for millions. 


God it hurts, his spirits here though. | can feel it every time | look around and | see banners for him. 
Too much love will kill you, just as sure as none at all. .. 


Too right, Freddie had enough love for everyone. Always calling us all darlings, dears, and sweethearts. | miss 


him, god it hurts. 


Roger-- 


| can see Brian out there; this is his moment where it's hit him. | can see it. There's a hitch in his voice and | 


feel tears pool and then slide down my face. This place holds so many memories just as each song does. 


All these years later and it still hurts, we still cry over him. Or at least | know that | still do. Certain things; 


when | hear some song he loved on the radio or see a video on the telly. It hurts. 


| wish he had held on, those cocktails of drugs have been rumored to extend the patient's life by at least five 
years. He was so gaunt and sad in his last days. Jim kept him happy and I'm glad. 


When Freddie told me he was gay it wasn't like | was surprised; | mean | saw the things he thought no one else 


did. 


| saw the covert glances to Brian's bum long before our saddened guitarist did. | don't wish the extension for 


myself, no, | want Brian to have his chance at saying goodbye. 


John-- 


| don't miss Freddie as much as | thought | would. | miss his quirks, like his affinity for those damned pretzels. 
Crumbs everywhere | tell you. 


| miss the way he felt in a room, like that feeling when you know someone's there but you don’ necessarily see 
them. | miss the way it felt to have him sitting in a room quietly reading or something. | miss the little things. 


| miss the way he doodled on sheets of music and how he played the piano. | loved when he hugged me cause 


it was perfectly platonic between us, but at the same time there was care for each other. 


| miss the little things. 


